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Henry  Allen 


a  farmer, 


Martha  Allen   his  wife, 

Bob  Allen   their  son, 

3ill  Hall  a  neighbor,  friend  to  Bob. 


********* 


Scene: 


Living-room  of  the  Allen  farm  house. 


jfc  *  ft  *  a: 


TIMS: 


The  Present. 


**#********* 


"THB  ITSGrLliCTZD  CRO?":  A  FARM  PLAYLET 


Wed. ,  Ho  v.  15 


c:oi  for  ?u3Lia-Tio:7) 

ANHQTJHCS'ISITT:    We  will  now  present  a  one-act  radio  drama,  entitled 
"The  Heglected  Crop"  or  "The  Farmer's  Sparc  Time. »    This  littol  play  was 
prepared  for  this  station  by  the  United  States  Department  of  Agriculture. 
The  characters,  in  the  order  of  their  first  speaking,  wili  "be:    3o"b  Allen, 
a  vigorous  young  man  ah  out  19  years  old;  Martha  Allen,  his  mother,  who  is 
plain,  kindly,  but  fast  aging;  Henry  Allen,  the  father  and  husband,  who 
is  outwardly  as  hard  as  nails;  and  Bill  Kail,  Bob's  young  neighbor  and 
running-mate.     How  then,  lot's  imagine  we  are  looking  in  on  the  plainly 
but  comfortably  furnished  living-room  of  the  Allen's  farm  house.    The  doo 
directly  facing  us,  leads  to  the  automobile  driveway.     The  door  on  the  le 
leads  to  the  kitchen.     The  door  to  the  right  to  the  bedrooms.    The  living 
room  is  empty.    All  ready.'   


(Clock  strikes  then  a  pause.     Two  worsens  heard  off  left  in  confus ed 

arcTument.     Voices  erreduqlly  become  more  distinct  as  Bob  and  his  mother 
enter) 

BOB:     J  don't  care  what  he  says.'  I  'm  going  to  town  tonight.' 

: ARTH^ :     But  Bob,  you'll  be  all  used  up. 
BOB:    Better  be  used  up  than  rusted  out  

IIARTHA:,    You  know  how  your  Pa  is  He  says  you  -  re  running  around  too 

much,  T7ho  yon  going  with? 

303:     Bill  Kail.     He's  coming  after  :re  in  their  automobile.     He'll  be 
here  pretty  soon    I've  got  to  get  dressed. 

MARTHA:     I'm  afraid  of  what  your  ?a  is  going  to  say    what  he  may  do  - 

B03:    Ah,  he's  an  old  fogey.' 

liARTPIA:     Bob.'    Don't  talk  about  your  father  that  way.' 

BOB:,    '"ell,  you  know  it's  so.     Look  at  yourself,  Ma.     You  have  a  nice 
time  don't  you.     Stay  on  the  farm  here  all  the  time,  and  ^ork  your  finger 
off.    Henry  and  Jim  and  ITancy  had  some  sense.     They  got  away  from  it. 
They're  living  in  town.     They  go  to  ball-games,  dances,   and  shows  ^  and 
everything   

L1AETHA:    Don't  you  like  the  farm?  
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503:     It  isn't  that,  Ma.     I  'c  rather  farm  than  do  any  work  in  town  — 
But  T^hen  the  work  is  do  no,  I  want  to  go  somewhere  where  I  can  see  things, 
and  be  with  people.     There's  nothing  doing  around  here.    Pa  don't  seem 
to  realize  things  have  changed  since  he  ras  my  age.     If  he  had  his  way, 

we  night  as  well  he  quarantined.  I'll  let  you  know  —  and  him  too,  - 

I'm  not  going  to  stick  around  her s  and  die  of  dry  rot. 

Pa  wants  you  to  have  a  good  time,  Boh.    But  you  know  how  it  is 
when  you  go.    You  come  home  dissatisfied  and  all  tired  out. 

303:     who  would  enjoy  things,  when  there's  always  a  row  -hen  you  go. 

1  lARTH^- :     Do  you  think  you  ought  to  go  tonight? 

303:,    Sow,  there's  no  use  talking,  ;  a.     I'm  going.     I  don't  care  v7hat  ?a 
says.     If  he  says  much,  I  know  where  I  can  get  a  job  in  town  

j MTEA :     Sh-s-hush.'     There  comes  your  ?a  

303:    AJ.1  right  I've  gone  to  dress.'  I'm  going  to  town.' 

(Sound  of  door  slamming  as  3ob  goes  out  door  to  right  and  sound  of  scraning 
and  then  heavy  walking  as  Henry  Allen  enters  from  left.  ) 

hV3{TH_.:     Take  off  those  hoots,  Henry.     Your  sliuuers  are  there  by  the  chair. 


HEHRY :  Clem  Long  "tos  just  telling  me  he  thinks  he  is  going  t 
strip  of  land  down  by  the  Spring  Road. 

:T-3T3A:    Who  to?    Wasn't  *.>.  Merrill,  was  it? 


Li    No,  I  guess  :krrill's  scheme  fell  through  —  he  was  counting  o: 


that  place.     I'm  glad  it  did  fall  through,  though,     If  there  ever  was  a 

crazy  scheme,  that  was  it.     ( Sarcas ti cally )  "Community  park"  that's  what 

he  wanted  it  fori    Wanted  me  to  chip  in  with  the  rest  of  the  neighbors  - .  ' 

"buy  that  place  

jj&jOTAj.  Yes,  I  know  

H3~Y:  "'"anted  to  make  a  ball  diamond,  a  picnic  ground,  and  a  show  lot 

of  it.  "A  community  play  place"  he  called  it.     He  wanted  us  to  organise. 

TThy,  he  even  told  Si  Hollo  way  that  after  things  rot  started,  "we.51  might 

build  a  'community  house',  where  the  young  folks  could  havo  dances  ami 
things. 

MARTHA:  Do  tell J 


HE  "TRY :     When  I  got  through  with  him,   I  got  him  told  :11  right.     I  guess 
he  knows  now  what  I  think  of  his   'community'   stuff.    To  didn't  have  any 
thing  like  that  when  I  was  young.     My  pa  "oof ore  me  never  had  it —  and 
never  thought  we  needed  it. 

303:     (huff  led  call  -?z  if  fr^o  another  room)    Ma  J 
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I^iARTHA:     Yes,  son? 

BOB:  (As  if  from  doorway  at  right)  If  Bill  Hall  comes  before  I  get 
dressed,  toll  him  to  come  in  and  wait,  I'll  be  out  in  a  few  minutes. 

MARTHA:     I?ll  tell  him  to  wait.     (Sound  as  of  door  closing) 

KSIjRY:  '"hero  they  going  now? 

IG -.RBI-LA:    Bob  is  going  to  town  with  that  Hall  boy. 

K51CRY:  I'll  see  about  that.' 

i L.RTHA:     Uow,  Henry,  don't  storm  at  Boh. 


ktd^ 


Ho  was  in  town  night  before  last.     He  wasn't  worth  shooting  all 


day  yesterday.    And  no-'  he  thinks  he's  going  again. 
j LLRBHA:     Life  does  get  monotonous  here.' 

HEiTRY :  "Then  I  was  young,  we  never  thought  of  chasing  around  to  town. 
MABTSAj     -Thy,  Henry.' 


LZSZRY:     Well,  I  mean  we  didn't  head  off  to  torn  every  time  we  had  a  spare 
minute,     LvTow  then,  folks  around  here  scatter  out  in  all  directions  like 
a.  covey  of  scared  quail  the  first  chance  they  get.     Picture  shows,  dances, 

and  ball  games    yes,  they  go  to  town  and  sit  on  a  plank  and  watch  a 

ball  game  all  a,fternoon.     !7e  used  to  play  ball  ourselves,  not  watch  some- 
body else. 

MABTHAj     'Vhat  can  we  do? 

HBHRY:     It's  gone  on  long  enough.     I  fm  going  to  stop  it  right  now. 
MARTHA :  '  How?" 

E5LTRY:  You'll  see  how.  Bob  don't  leave  this  house  tonight.  I'll  be  right 
back  in  a  minute  

MARTHA :     There  are  you  going,  Henry.'  Qh-o-o-o-o-  he  can't  do 

that  J  (Sounds  as  if  a  chair  is  knocked  over  as  she  runs  to  door  and  calls 

in  a  loud  whisuor)    Bob.'  —  Quick.' 

• 

HBHRY:     Here  it  is.     How  we  see  whether  he'll  leave  or  not. 
»  MARTHA:     Put  up  that  gun,  Henry  All  en  J 

HENRY:     If  Bob  leaves  this  house  tonight,  it'll  be  over  my  dead  body.' 
-:e  —  Ho,  Henry.     You  can't  do  that. 


-  •  — j  -n —  ■ 
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HEjgY:     We'll  see. 

11ARTHA:     You  can't  force  him,  Henry.     Svcn  if  you  stop  him  tonight,   there '1 

be  other  nights    and  other  days.     You'll  just  force  him  to  leave  us  — 

to  quit  the  farm.' 

HENRY:     He's  drifting  off  anyway.     I've  seen  this  going  along  long  enough, 
Either  he  stays  or  he  goes.     He  can  take  his  choice. 


MAgTH^     But  he's  our  last  boy,  Henry  

KExTRY :     Yes,  and  the  only  real  farmer  in  the  bunch. 

MAHgHAj     It  was  hard  enough  to  see  Henry,  our  oldest  boy,  move  to  town. 
'.Then  Nancy  got  married  that  was  hard  on  me,  too.    And  then  Jim  left.  But 
I  could  stand  that.     I  thought  it  was  for  the  best   

HEiJBY:     Yes,   they  -'ere  just  surplus  

:  ART HA:     Our  children  —  surplus.' 

H5HRY:     Yes  there  were  more  of  them  than  had  a  chance  on  the  farm. 

Understand  me,  Marthy,  I've  got  nothing  against  the  town.     The  town  is 
all  right.     It's  a  big  help  to  us  in  giving  a  chance  to  the  children  who 
can't  get  a  good  living  off  the  farm.     Look  at  Jim,  now,  he's  doing  fine 
in  town*    But  he  would  never  have  made  a  farmer  in  a  thousand  years.  But 
Bob's  different. 


MARTHA:     Yes,  he  told  me  today,  he  loved  farming   

HBMY:     Yes,  that's  it.    Bob  has  a  way  with  livestock.     He  knows  more  about 
crops  now  than  many  an  old  hand.    He  bias  a  way  of  arranging  things,   so  he 
gets  things  done.     He  would  have  made  the  best  farmer  in  these  parts  in 
a  few  more  years. 

MARTHA:     T.7hy  do  you  say  he  "would  have  made  the  best  farmer? 11 

HE  .'RY:     Can't  you  see,  Marthy,  he's  losing  interest  in  the  farm.  All 
this  gallavantin1  around  here,  there,  and  yonder  is  weaning  him  away  from 
the  farm.     He's  more  interested  in  what's  going  on  in  town,  than  what  hap- 
pens to  the  crops.     There's  no  use,  we  have  got  to  make  up  our  mind  to  it. 

MARTHA:     You  mean  he's  going  zc  leave  us.     Maybe  he'll  change  and  settle 
down  after  awhile. 


HENRY:  rTo.  I  tell  you,  this  thing  has  gone  on  long  enough.  7e  might  as 
well  settle  it  once  and  for  all  tonight. 

MARTHA:     Please,  don't  'donvyl-     Don!t  drive  our  boy  away  from  us  a*way 

from  the  home  and  farm  he  loves.     You  won't  -rill  you?     Say  you  won't. 


HSNRY:     I'm  going  to  give  him  his  choice 


R-F? 
MABTKA; 


HENRY;     I  know  he's  our  best  best  for  the  farm;  but  ho  will  have  to 

make  his  choice. 

MARTHA:     You  know  what  he'll  say  when  you  put  it  to  him  that  way. 

You'll  force  him  to  choose  to  leave. 

HEHRY:  Yes   

MARTHA;     (Sobbing)    He's  our  boy  "hen  he's  gone  we've  got  nothing 

left.  Ho.  t  hi  ngJ   

HEHRY:     (Tenderly)  nothing  but  ourselves,  old  girl. 

'1MECHA;     It  will  be  awful  lonesome  just  us  two. 

H3HRY:     It  won't  he  long  no-.   

3  LARTHA:     No,  not  long. 

H5ITRY :     Taken  all  in  all,  we've  gotten  along  pretty  -roll  together  all 
these  years. 

MARTHA :     Yes.     Te've  seen  some  hard  times,  Henry  and  some  good  ones. 

HENRY":     Remember  old  Joel  Scott's  ham  raising? 

MARTHA:     That  was  when  we  first  started  going  together,  Henry. 

H5HRY:     So  it  was.    And  great  times  ue  had,  too  (Singing  softly)    "It  was 
from  Aunt  Dinah's  quilting  party,  I  was  seeing  Marth-y  home" 

MARTHA :     Do  you  remember  that,  and  the  husking  bee.' 

HEITRY:     Yes,  and  the  harvest  festival.' 

MARTHA:     And  you  haven't  forgotten  the  singing  school  —  none  of  the 
neighbors  would  guess  no>7  you  were  the  best  singer  around  here. 

HEHRY:     I  had  to  sing  —  I  never  made  much  hit  with  you,   the  way  I  showed 
up  in  the  spelling  matches. 

I LARTHA;     I'll  never  forget  the  big  picnic  out  at  Mr.  Black's  place,  either 
And  hoT7  the  boys  teased  you,  when  you  slipped  away  from  the  fishing  party 
to  take  me  rowing  on  the  lake. 

HE TRY:     Those  '-••ere  the  days,  MarthyJ     Those  were  home-grown  recreations. 
All  of  us  took  part.     Te  didn't  just  sit  back  and  look  on  and  let  somebody 
try  to  amuse  us,  if  they  could.     'To  didn't  get  a  lot  of  city  made  enter- 
tainment.   Folks  took  an  interest  in  each  other,  too.     Mow,  country  folks 
are  getting  like  city  folks,  a  lot  of  them  don't  hardly  know  their  neigh- 
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"bore,  that  is,  in  a  real  friendly  sort  of  way. 

MARTHA.;     Yes,  Henry,  and  you  were  a  leader  in  those  days.     You  were  my 
"big,  handsome  hero.     You  were  just  like  just  like  Boh  is  now. 

H5HRY:     Huh  Bohj     Our  boy,  Boh.     Chasing  off  to  amusement  parks  and 

professional  hall  games  in  town           and  goodness  knows  what  else. 

MARTHA:     Henry,  I  have,  an  idea.     Couldn't  we  revive  some  of  those  old 
pleasures  we  used  to  love? 

HgjjgYj     How  you  mean? 

MARTHA;  Get  up  some  of  those  old  time  parties  —  for  Boh  and  William  Hall, 
and  the  other  young  folks  around  here. 

Ha  TRY:     It's  no  use.     They  won't  pay  any  attention  to  us  old  folks. 
(Sound  of  knocking  as  if  at  door)   Come  inj     ("Pint or  Bill  Hall ) 

MARTPIA:     It's  William  Hall. 

BILL:     G-ood- evening,  Mrs.  Allen.     Good-evening  Mr.  Allen. 

MARTHA:     Come  in,  '.Till aim. 

BILL:     Mrs.  Allen,  is  Boh  ready? 

MARTHA :     Sit  down,  William,  he'll  be  ready  soon. 

BILL:     Ho,  thanks.     I'll  just  go  hack  out  to  the  car  and  wait  for  him. 
HBHRY:     Sit  down,  Bill.' 

BILL:     Yes,   sir.     You  and  Mrs.  Allen  look  so  serious;  has  anything  hapyjened 

MARTHA:     There  was  something  I  wanted  to  say  to  you   

BILL:  Oh,  is  that  it.  I'll  bet  I  know  what's  coming  now.  I'm  in  for 
a  lecture.  Mother  has  just  heen  giving  me  one. — Says  I  am  getting  too 
interested  in  chasing  off  to  town. — TTrants  me  to  cut  it  out. 


MARTHA:     You've  guessed  partly  right,  William.    But  I'm  not  going  to 
lecture  you.     I  want  your  help. 

BILL :     Sure.     Fire  away.     If  there's  anything  I  can  help,  just  let  me 
know. 

MARTHA :  Henry  and  I  have  heen  talking  about  old  times.  we  used  to  have 
great  fun  around  here.  'Te  thought  you  might  like  to  help  us  revive  some 
of  the  old  recreations.  Something  like  an  old  husking  bee  or  a  spelling 
match  or  a  mcnic. 
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BILL:     (Laughing)  77077.'     C?n  you  bent  that  J    Excuse  my  laughing,  Mrs.  Allen. 
You  can't  get  youn^  people  interested  in  that  old  stuff.     I  guess  that  vras 
all  right  in  its  dry.     It  was  probably  the  best  you  could  do  when  you  were 
young.     It  was  the  natural  thing  to  do  then  but  not  hot:. 

HEHIffs  The  boy  is  right,  Marthy,  That  wouldn't  suit  this  jazzy  generation. 
They  -ant  their  amusement s  ready  made  —  and  handed  to  them. 

BILL:     2To,   sir,  it's  not  that.     Not?  if  you  wanted  to  get  up  a  local  shov/ 
troupe,   or  start  a  ball  team,  or  a  dpncing  clue,  or  something  like  that  I 
might  be  able  to  help.     Here  comes  Bob,  he'd  be  in  for  that,  too. 

(Enter  Bob  ) 

BOB:     I'm  all  dolled  up  and  ready  to  go,  Bill.    Are  you  ready?  Good-bye, 

J  .d» 

'  1ARTHA :     Just  a  minute,  Bob. 
3 3B :    That's  the  trouble,  nor:? 

ilARTH-^:     Your  father  has  something  to  say  to  you.' 
BOB:     Well  J  

BILL:     Yes,  Bob.     Mr.  Allen  has  a  great  scheme.     He  and  your  mother  say 
they '11  help  get  the  old  folks  interested  all  around  the  neighborhood. 

Isn't  that  the  idea,  Mrs.  Allen?    tfe ' re  going  to  get  up  a  dance  club, 

get  our  music  by  radio;  rrith  some  of  the  other  stuff  for  the  older  people. 

M-.RTBL--:     TThy,  71  Hi  am,  I  never  

BILL:     And  we  are  going  to  get  up  a  shovr  troupe  but,   the  first  thing 

^e're  going  to  do  is  to  start  some  athletic  teams.     That'll  be  a  great 
way  to  get  to  town-     That'll  vze  call  the  team,  Bob.     G-ive  it  some  snappy 
na™io,   something  that'll  advertise  cur  farms  and  this  community  

: ARBBA :     You  mean  you'd  go  off  to  to^n  to  play. 

BILL:.    Sure,  but  it  Tzould  be  our  commvoiity  team,     "e'd  put  this  farm 
community  on  the  map. 

BOB:  I'm  for  that.  The  only  trouble  is  vre've  got  no  place  for  an  athletic 
field. 

HEMjY:     That's  all  right,   son.     I'll  attend  to  that.     I'll  see  Merrill 
and  the  other  neighbors.     *7e»ll  buy  up  that  Clem  Long's  land  for  a  com- 
munity park. 

BOB:     Pine,  ?aj 

j L-LBHA:     You  said  that  like  your  old  self,  Henry.' 
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BILL:     Ore at J 

BOB:      Well,  Bill,  I  guess  if  we !  re  gpijjg  to  town,  we'd  tetter  start, 
can  talk  about  this  on  the  way  in. 

BILL:     To  town  nothing.'    Lot  's  ride  around  the  neighborhood  and  get  some 
of  the  other  fellows  in  on  this.     There's  no  time  like  now.    Won1 1  you 
come  along  with  us,  Mr.  Allen? 

HEITRY:     Sure  Get  your  things  on,  I'arthy.     To  can  all  help  in  this. 

There's  one  crop  this  community  has  neglected  long  enough.  We  need  some 
home-grown  recreations           and  ^e » re  going  to  have  them. 


